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suggesting to BhagirathF9
how to get out
of the thigh of saint Jahnu30,
after counting
the duties and actions.
The king who evades kingship
under the cover
of the armour of kingly dudes,
and the queen who counts diamonds
studded in the latest crown, flashing
in the brightness of thousand lights.
Trying to conceal that
which deserved no hiding
and trying to exhibit that
which the people do not like to see,
princesses are gleaming
in their transparent attires.
What a pity!
The shameless onion-layer-dresses
and the borrowed lustre of cosmetics.
Have you observed this life,
standing in the shadow
of the pillars of sorrow?
Have you heard the heckling
in the silence of the heart?
Have you run away from life
or has life run away from you?
Those, standing on the bank,
can see the speed of the whirl-pool
in the river.
Those, standing away
from the passionate river-currents
will measure
the strength of rising waves
and call them as roaring currents.
If knowledge, becoming a barrier